sand bodies are washing down the Kagera River.' And that was buried on page seven of the newspaper." Quite significantly, the title of his presentation was "The Sound of Silence," implying both the world's resonating silence while the genocide was happening and his own experimentation with the inclusion of music into his projects.
In fact, by using text, sound, and smell in his works, the artist, who went to Rwanda as a photographer, reacted to the media's saturating use of graphic imagery when portraying tragic events.
His encounters were also so unique and shattering that, after returning, the photographs seemed inadequate for relaying them. Jaar has thus far disclosed only six of the 3,000 that he took in Rwanda. He said, "The experience was so radical that I had to start searching for new ways to deal with images and with other things. I had never used music in such a way. I had never used smell. If French troops establish a so-called "safe zone" in the southwest of Rwanda.
As the Rwandan Patriotic Force advances westward, the influx of displaced persons into the so-called "safe zone" increases from 500,000 to 1 ,000,000 within a few days. 900,000 deaths. An estimated 1.5 million Rwandans flee toward Zaire. More than 15,000 refugees cross the border every hour and enter the town of Coma, which becomes the largest refugee camp in the world. A cholera epidemic sweeps through the camps in and around Coma, killing an estimated 50,000 people The United Nations Security Council reaches a final agreement to send an international force to Rwanda. 1 ,000,000 people have been killed. 2,000,000 have fled the country. Another 2,000,000 are displaced within Rwanda.
Newsweek magazine dedicates its first cover to Rwanda.
Real Pictures
This is one of the earliest works from the Rwanda Project. These are photographs inside black, archival boxes. Each box contains a photograph, but you cannot open the boxes. You can only see the description that has been silk-screened onto the top of the box, describing the photograph inside. One of these texts reads: Natarama Church, Niamata, Rwanda, 40 kilometers south of Kigali, Monday, August 29, 1994. Taken five seconds later, this photograph shows the rich, blue sky, a bit of the tree line, and one perfect, white cloud hovering above the church.
The stench of death still lingers.
My attempt here is to work around the problem that we are bombarded by thousands of images that have become meaningless to us. We don't see them anymore. So, the logic of this piece was a kind of reverse strategy. I say, "What if I don't show images? Maybe now we will see them better." By not showing any images of blood, of massacre, of pain, of loss, and just going back to the basics, to the text, to the words that would tell one story at a time, my hope was that the words would be able to communicate. And maybe the desire to see would trigger a vision, a new understanding. This work really asks the audience for a leap of faith, to believe me that there are images here. Every box has an image. The installation was a space of darkness, of silence, of empty spaces. Names of places where between 5,000
and 100,000 people were killed. These words are meaningless to most people. They don't have the connotation of a Guernica, of an Auschwitz. The question is why. After we finish walking along these ten names, we encounter this box, which is called a quad-vision box and has a mechanism that allows me to change the image four times, once every I 5 seconds. This sequence is the first image I released from Rwanda after two years and 3,000 pictures brought back. In this sequence, we see some children expressing pain, love, and solidarity. All the things that the international community did not express and a fact that became evident to us as we walked in front of these names that are totally meaningless.
But also, they're looking at something that happens outside of the frame that we don't see. Gutete Emerita, 30 years old, is standing in front of a church where 400 Tutsi men, women, and children were systematically slaughtered by a Hutu death squad during Sunday mass.
She was attending mass with her family when the massacre began.
Killed with machetes in front of her eyes were her husband, Tito Kahinamura, 40, and her two sons, Muhoza, 10, and Matirigari, 7. Somehow, Gutete managed to escape with her daughter, Marie Louise Unumararunga, 12.
They hid in a swamp for three weeks, coming out only at night for food. This text will last for 45 seconds. Very few people will stay there. They will just go. They don't have time. Those who stay will see this:
Her eyes look lost and incredulous.
Her face is the face of someone who has witnessed an unbelievable tragedy and now wears it.
She has returned to this place in the woods because she has nowhere else to go. When she speaks about her lost family, she gestures to corpses on the ground, rotting in the African sun.
II
This lasts for 30 seconds. Those who are still in front of this work will see the next step: I remember her eyes; the eyes of Gutete Emerita. This lasts 1 5 seconds. Up to now, we have had 45, 30, and 1 5 seconds. One minute and a half of only text, and then this: we see Cutete's eyes for Just a fraction of a second, and then we go back to the text. My struggle here is to find a balance, a balance between information and visuals, between information and spectacle, between content and visuals. I'm trying to suggest that this is what we have to know before we see this. This is what we have to know for this image to make sense. If we don't know this, then this image doesn't make sense, and we can dismiss it. IVIaybe by knowing this, this will make sense. So, I'm trying to find this balance, this impossible balance. This is a larger installation. After you walk along a hallway, you enter a dark room that has been divided into two spaces. The first wall that divides the room has an illuminated text that measures 17 feet long with letters just half an inch high. You walk alongside this text before entering the second space. The text is in Spanish. It says the following:
Over a five month period in 1994, more than one million Rwandans, mostly members of the Tutsi minority, were systematically slaughtered while the international community closed its eyes to genocide.
The killings were largely carried out by Hutu militias who had been armed and trained by the Rwandan military.
As a consequence of this genocide, millions of Hutus and Tutsis fled to Zaire, Burundi, Tanzania, and Uganda.
Many still remain in refugee camps, fearing renewed violence upon their return home.
Like adults, children were systematically targeted and killed.
The militias wanted to make sure they did not repeat their mistake of 1959, when they had not killed the children.
Those children went into exile and formed a resistance.
It is impossible to estimate the number of children killed during the massacres. Some children were slaughtered with their parents.
Others witnessed their parents and brothers and sisters being murdered.
Many who survived the killings lost their will to live and died.
On Thursday morning, August 25, 1994, I entered the Rubavu refugee camp near Gisende in Rwanda as school was about to begin.
As I approached the makeshift school, children gathered around me. I smiled at them, and some smiled back.
Three children, Nduwayezu, Dusabe, and Utamoni, were seated on the steps of the school door. Nduwayezu, 5, the oldest of the three, was the only one who looked directly at my camera.
Like the other 36 children in the camp, he lost both parents.
When Nduwayezu arrived at Rubavu, he remained silent for four weeks. Four weeks of silence.
The silence of Nduwayezu 31 And the last line of the text says, I remember his eyes, and I will never forget his silence. The silence of Nduwayezu.
As we finish reading this wall, we move into the next room, where we are confronted with a very large light table, approximately 1 7' by 1 7' square, on top of which there are one million slides. One million slides in reference to the one million deaths. As we approach the table, we realize that there are loupes, magnifiers, all around, so we can actually pick up the slides and look at them. This is the moment I wait for, when someone has his eyes or her eyes half an inch away from the image. It is the eyes of Nduwayezu, repeated one million times. The idea here is again to give a certain amount of information before we release one image and to create a mise-en-scene for the image to make sense. The million slides make reference to the mil-n This is a current installation I have In a convent in Barcelona. It is an old convent with arches all around and the central space has a very high ceiling, like 20 meters. As one is moving toward the center of the space, there is a metal pool, nine by nine meters, approximately 30 feet by 30 feet wide. The pool is filled with water, and this water reflects the space. Metaphorically, it reflects the museum and Spanish society. Every twelve minutes, this emerges from the inside of the pool. It's the continent of Africa, made out of fiberglass but to scale. When it reaches full visibility, it stays there for just one second and disappears again. So, for twelve minutes, you don't see anything. Those running from work to work
Meditation Spaces
This was an installation in San Sebastian in the Basque Country. I had two courtyards to work with, and I could not control the light in them. There was natural light coming from above, and the two floors above the space housed the public library of the city of San Sebastian.
In these courtyards, I created two "Meditation Spaces." This is the first one. I For this project, we brought tea from Rwanda, and we gave it to a specialist who does perfumes, and he worked with the essence of the Rwandan tea. I wanted to offer the audience the smell that I wanted to smell when I was in Rwanda, that of the tea. For when I came back from Rwanda, I smelled death for more than three months. I would take three or four showers a day, and I could not get rid of the smell of death. I would tell this to my psychiatrist, and he would say, "You don't smell death. Death is here.
It's not on your body."
In the other courtyard, we did another "Meditation Space." This time, the text is in Basque, which is the local language. Two spaces, Ultimately, these works fail. They fail because they are condemned to fail. They fail because we cannot make sense of what we must let remain senseless. That is why I have looked and searched for refuge in music. Music is the simplest and most powerful tool for healing.
Today, Africa produces some of the most extraordinary contemporary music ever created. Countries like Mali, Nigeria, Congo, Senegal, even a small island called Cape Verde, have produced remarkable musicians, even when these countries are facing the most extraordinarily difficult conditions. Music produces space. This music produces sublime space that stills the mind and fills the heart. I'm a visual artist, but I have become a musical refugee.
This presentation will end with the most beautiful voice of Africa. His name is Bonga and he is from Angola, a former Portuguese colony.
Bonga was brought up in a family of nine children. He started as a professional athlete, a runner, but he was also an activist, and every time he would travel outside of Angola for international competitions, he would carry information with him to give to resistance groups working against the Portuguese. When he was caught and forced into exile, he found refuge in the Netherlands. He created his first record there, called "Angola 72." The record was so revolutionary that it was banned immediately in Angola. People who were caught smuggling it into Angola were put in jail. After a while, "Angola 72" became the rallying cry of the independence movement. Because of this record, the Netherlands and Portugal reached an agreement to extradite Bonga, so he had to go underground, to Germany, to Belgium and elsewhere in Europe until 1 975, when Angola finally found independence. I've selected Bonga to finish because he has an incredible voice. Critics just can't find the right way to define this voice. The best definition I've read about Bonga's voice is that, "If ashes could sing, It would be Bonga's voice." So, I'll dedicate this song to the ashes of Rwanda.
